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VER hear of Brer Rabbit and
E the Tar-Baby and the Briar
Patch?"

Ask that question to the average
American youngster and hear the hoot
of scorn that grects you. Has he ever
heard of George *Washington, the
cherry tree and the hatchet? Of Wil-
liam Tell, the eross bow and the apple?
Of Spow White and Rosge Bud? Of
Aladdin and the Wonderful Lafip?
Huh! Of course!

From his earllest memoriecs come
erowding the pursery bediime talea of
Unele Remus and that resourceful cot-
ton tail who put it over Brer Fox an
many times, But—

“Ever hear of Teeltkana and Sunito-
nikoha-aya and the Aso Poska?"'

His puzzied look at the question will
be duplicated by the vast majority of
wige, wise grown-ups. Don't blame
them. They can't be expecteéd to be
experts in the tongues that were
spoken in the Mississippi Valley when
De Soto and Iberville first sailed up
the Mississippl river cxploring a new
continent. c

Nor can they be expected to know
nffhand the amazing f{act that Brer
Rabbit and the Tar Baby and the
Brier Palch are not of negro origim,
but were taken by the earliest negro
glaves of the South bodily from an
ancienl legend of the Biloxi tribe, now
almoasl extinet,

Yo= Tcctkana” is the real, orig-
inal Brer Rabblt, “Sunitoni-koha-ava”
is the original Tar Baby. And
*"Aso Poska" is the real, original Brier
Patch

Itrer Fox Beally “Towedl”

That trinity that Joel Chandler Har-
ris and his Uncle Remus made immor-
tal brought grins to the faces of so-
letnn red warriors sealed about their

roal

fires on the Guif Coast long before the
lavable man who delved deep into the
Soulh's negro lore was horn

“But Brer Fox?

That's a painful
buginess
French traders who brought bolts of
collon colth, glasa beads. cheap
knives and cheaper guns up the Mis-
rissippl  Valley. It leads us 10 be-
lieve that maybe, after all, the Indian
had a faint inkling he wasn't getting
the trading denls
For in the Biloxi legend Lhe sharp,
cunning character isn't Brer Foxo IUs
Frenchman! “Toxka,"
the fox, appears in Lthe Biloxi tongue,
but the captainsg of “skipdustry™
der De Soto and Therville took on his
qualities

It iz from these tales that much of
the so-called “negro (olklore was
lifted in its enlirety by those first ne-
gro slaves who worked in the South
And with the vears it became an in-
tegral part of yarns that were sprung
to circles of grinning black listeners
who squalied abont the wud-plastered
fireplaccs on  the earthen foors of
slave-quarter cabins on many a plap-
tation “befo’ de wah.”

Afler this, don’t think of the Amer-
jcan Indian asalways in solemn coun-
on the warpath. He had his
Ughter moments, and he knew his joke
when he saw It

Legend in Biloxi,

the
first

comment on

practices  of thase

best of those early

“Towadi"—the

un-

in the tales of the natives

cil or

“Burn me, Brer Fox Hang me
Drown me., But fo' de Lawd’'s =sake,
don't frow me in de brier pateh.”

pleads Uncle Remug" hero when the
villain of the tale f{finds bhim stuck
firmly to that immortal Tar Baby. Did
the Biloxi Indiars hove such a sensc
of hunfor? ‘They certainly did

"Eka aso poska isihixti manki edi,”
runs the Biloxl tale,

“Then, as be lay there, he said he
was much afraid of the brier pateh,'
is Lthe English translation. And “aso

. poska" is the brier patch that doubt-

legg made hundreds of copper-faced
Indian babies wriggle with delight,
even as thelr cbubby Anglo-Saxon suc-
ccegors have wriggled joyousiy at the
thought of Brer Rabbitt's cunning

“Aso nkishihixti” (Greatly I fear
the brier), once more pleads Brer
Rabbit as his enemy stands gloating
over his tar-entangied plight.

“Avisahlxii ko , aso—asowa
natee!"”

("Since you fear the brier 2o great-
Iy into the brier 1 throw you!™)

Thus Brer Rabbit's cnemy fell into
his strategical trap in the days when
the Indians tuled the Valley of the
Mississippl.

“De Laho, Haxahe dedi Teetkanadl!™

(*Into the brier he was flung. Laugh-
Ing fled the rabbit!")

Thus the tale ends. Even to the cli-
max the negro slaves took the sgtory
from the fasl scattering tribes that are
now no more.

Last ‘Biloxi Tribe Survivor,

Peacefully living out the [ew days
that are left him, Joe Kiamichi, prob-
ably the last survivor of the Biloxl
tribe, suns himself daily in front of
his roughly-built cabin that fronts one
of the unpumbered branches of Big
Rarataria Bayouw.

But elght of the Biloxl blood were
found by a United States Government

Inka-

races Brer Fox to His Lair In

at which Joe

census io 1908  For America has not
dealt oyerkindly with the tribe. Dul
65 were known in 1829 and 105 in 1805
Colonial records show 1756 In 1720, and
the earliest estimate of the Biloxians
in 1698 was 420,

It was while on a duck hunt down
the bayous with Charles Tenney Jack-
sop, author, in his motor-houseboat th
Goldbug, that the writer firat
of Joe. His age Is unknown

“‘Bout hundred, | guess,” he mum-
bled when questloped.

“Dat Joe-lndian, he queer in  de
haid,” some of the reticent bavou folk
had said when the tople had come up
among a little group that was seated
about a stick fire on the bayou bank,
while some of the interminable black
Cajun caffee was being dripped in a
ntele tin pot

heari

The duck hunters were
there, miogled with the soft.spoken,
gentle Cajup® that paddle john-boat
and pirogue up and down the network
of waterways through the Big Swamp

"He come here long tam ago, |
dunno,” was the reeponse guestioning
brought. ‘Minds hia own brespeis,
mos'ly. Sell gome moss, 'n' muskrat
skine to trade boals, sometams, Live
on mush, 'n’ lard, ‘n’ crabs, ‘n’ leecsh
mae'ly. Suab laks w'eeskey, too!

And the talk drifted to some other
absorbing bayou lopic

“Dat Joe--Indian™ Fonnd.

There are too many queer charac-
ters living out their lives in the Big
Swamp for the Cajuns to become un-
duly curious about one more or less

it was two days later, steering down
a crazily-twisting bayou branch, that
“dat Joe-Indian'’ was found. He was
4 model of reticence to make Cajuns
proud. But the wholly adequate "call-
ing card"—a quart of Indubitable
“weeskey"—caused him 1o mellow
and ynbosom. Right thera the duck
hunt ccaged.
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JOE rnsisted on ¢lostn

tratled all
address,

Brier Patch had been
wiltingly 1o their home

un-

Slowly, as the almost forgotten
limbo of past
Jue Kiamichi dictated tale alter
tale in the Biloxi Jackson
who has cruised for years about [he
zulf enast and made o hobby of Indian
dlaleets, took them down phonetically

Jor's own tale simple.  Some
tem years ago ("l dunno jus’ w'en’’) he
had migrated [rom Rapides Parish to
the “Beeg Swamp.' He neither reads
nor writes

But—and read it closely, all friends
of Unecle Remus—here s i running
English translation of the tale ol Brer
Rabbit and the Tar Baby as he told it
in the queer, clucking staccalo Blloxi
dialect

The Rabbit helped hls friend, the
Frenchman, at bis work. Polatoes
they planted, The Rabbil's ghare wus
the potato vines. These he devoured
Then, again, they farmed. Corn Lhey
planted this time

“The roots will I take sald the
Rabbit, 5S¢ he pulled up the corn and
devoured the roots. Men say he did
not find whst he sought (I e, some-
thing to satjsfy his hunger).

phrase came oul of the
¥eurs,

longue

wasg

‘Lot s dlg a well” proposed the
Frenchman.
The Rabbit did not desire it The

Frenchman wust dig his well alone

"Never shall you drink its water.”
#ald tho Frenchman,

“No difference it makes to me,” sald
the Rabbit. I am used to licking off
dew."”

Then made the Frenchman a tar-
baby and stood it up there close to the
well. The Rabbit a plece of cane and
a bucket toak and to the well he came.

There he arrived, and to him (the
tar-baby) spoke he

The tar-baby sald nothing.

"0Obh, friend, what Is the maller?
Ar¢e you apgry?’ ashed the Rabbit,

"

cumers,
rsisted 72 eves
o qvoid infivence o ke "Evil Lye®

With

baby

his hand then hit he the tar-
I'o it he stuck

said the Rabbit, “or on
will I hat yvou ™

other fore

To it he stuck

L&t me go,"
the ather sid«
With the

paw he struck

Lhe tar-baby

“T will kick vou,” sald the Rabbit
He kicked and stuek

“On Lhe otber side will T kick you

(if you do not_let me go),” said the
rabbit
Again  he
stuck
And there
ball (of fur)
Then arrived there
Arrived

kicked him, Agzin he

wis he, like to a round

the Frenchman.

and tied him.

Tled him and laid bim down and
wias sonlding him
Then sald he (the Rabbit) as ther

he lay, that he was much afraid of the
brier pateh
‘Brier you fear 5o greatly—into the
brier then | vou,” said the
Frenchman
*Oh, no
“Into the

yous,'

throw

Don't!™ said the Rabbit,
brier pateh wil I throw
repedted the Frenchman

"Greatly I fear the brier,” repeated
the Rabbit

“Since you fear the brier so greatiy,”
zaid the Frenchman, selzing the rabbit,
“into the brier 1 throw you."

Into the brier he was fong.

Laughlog Ned the Rabbit,

Can’t you hear old Upncle Remus’
“Bo’'n 'n’ bred in de Lrier paich, Brer
Fox—bo'n 'n’ bred in d brier paten!”
echo through (hat Bilexi rabbit's
laughing Qiglht?

And here's exactly how the first of
it sounded when a Bilox| mother put
hor papoose to sieep with the tale of
Hrer Rabbit and (he Tar-Baby and the
eralty I'renchman

“Tectiana Towedi
akitel ato ulonty
dull oxpa.

tenaxl atamin

Teetkanpn ato pahi
Elaba kiya yekl kitcutu,

Water-hyacinth
clogged "branch
f Dig Darataria
Dayou that is
Front yard"J
Joe Kiamichi

-

“Tudiva ka nduti xya,” hedi Tectka-
oadi. Ayekiva tudira ke dutitcutyaye
Kawak kanedi eluxa

"Ani-kya-a- nl-knkaketw,” edi Towe-
vandi

TFeotkana Kahani, Ani-kya-o nl kedi
£¥0

“Ani Kiva avini dande,"

v oddi

hedl To-

“Kako biwo!
pkande xa pa,”

The spirited,
sententious and gutteral Indian sen-
tences makes the tale curiously vivid,
even with tle unecouth inversions of
the original. And the tale of Brer
Rabbit's expericoees with the Tar Ba-
by and the Brier Patch is but one of
a group Lkat remains as the sele mon-

wment to a tribe almost extinet

Ayuya nkaiateki ke
hedl Teetkanadi

aharp diction of the

in

One gets a curious shock to find in
Joe's tale of “The Brant and the Otter”
the same story Aesop told centurles
before in the fable of the Fox and th
Crane. And tale of "How Kutl
Mankdee (the One Above) Made Peo-
ple” gives in clear Biloxian an Indian
version of the Biblical story of the
Gardep of Eden, even to the ealing of
fruit and the banishmeni in anger (o
“parn bread by the sweal of the brow.”

“Inkowa utamini adutl yane, Iduti
vayuke te etiketu nixti!™

('Work for yourself and find food,
because you shall be hungry'” is the
banishment deecree of Kuti Kankdce.)

Also ha tella "Why the Buzzard ig
Bald" and "How the Rabbit Cayght the
Sun in a Trap,'—Ilales curiously
bleuded with long-known negro foli-
lore of the South.

The history of the Biloxi tribe is one
of the most romantic of all the Guif
Coast Indiaps. ‘There is no mention
of them at all in the narratives of De
Soto, but the fAirst people Iberville met
in 1669 were, he says. “the An-
nocchy, whom the Bayogoula called
‘Bllocchy." ™ They gave their name
Biloxi, to the first two capitals of the
first Louisiana settlement

the

In the lailer part of the seventeenth
olle records that the
3ilox! nation wag “destroyed by sick-
whicl, coupled with its losses
in Indian wars, undoubtedly eccounts
for the swilt disappearance of the
tribe after the advent of white meén in
Loupisians. Fifteen Blloxl warriors ac-
companied St Denis in his expedition
the Chitimpeha in 1707. But
this little catiop, with a
store of legends upaccountably rich
drifted into obscurity, A few camped
on the southern shares of Lake Pont-
charirain and then drifted out of sight
Avoyelles Parish for a short time

contury Sauv

ness,'

against
thereafter

knew of two small encamproents.
Rapides housed a few, And there his-
tory ends

They wete one of the fow American
tribes that nmever interred their dead

chiefs. Dumont, in bls “"Memorics
Historiques sur la Loulsisne,” de-
seribes their ‘practice of having the

dead chief’s body dried in smoke “so
that they make of It a veritable skele-

ton

In their pgrass-thatched and mud-
plastered  temple, dl the time the
French first explored Loulsiana, wore

ranged in succession, on their feet,

llke statues, the bodies of chiefs of
many generations.
The sight of Joe Klamichl brings

that bit of forgotten American history
to 1ife. Hlg ‘wrinkled, parchment-like
face looks smoke-dried and century-
old. Day by day he tends his trotlines
in the Big Swamp. They bring him a
livelihood. The bayou that fows
sluggishly past his door also brings
bim occasional visitors—occaslonal
“w'eesky.” There he camps, a solitary
figure that shrouds the forgoetten lore
of a forgotten people.

Out of the mist of years he has
brought Brer Rabbit, the Toar-Baby
and a score of other charactera that
were very real to bim before Uncle
Remus’ ereator first heard them.

Who knows what other wraiths drift

CHANDLER. HARRIS

from time 1o Lime before hiz mind, eut
of the chaos of racial memoriea?
DR, ===

CAPTURED TURTLE
BACK HOME

The South Sea Islands are the place
for turties acd the islanders are ex-
capturing the clumsy crea-

RIDISG A

perts  at
lurcs

There are several curious ways of
capturing them, When lying asleep on
the water in the sun, a canoe will ai-
lenlly approach, Its crew secize the
animal and tumble him aboard "before
he knows where he is.” He is turned
on his back, for otherwise he would
climb out and swamyp the boat.

A native will also swim up quietly
behind the slecping creature, spring
on the back of his shell and hold on
in such a way that he cannot dive.
Huving no idea of escaping in any
other way, he can be steered whither-
soever hiz captor chooses. (Consider-
able ogility and nerve are necessary
in accomplishing this feat, for if the
man should miss his leap and fall
back into the water ke is liable to be
dangerously cut by the animal's flip-
pera,

An inexpert person or one who wish-
ed to have some fun with the turtle
might grasp him by the tail. If so,
Iike the Irishman who devised Lhe
plan of calching the bull by the horns
and rubbing bhis pose in the dirt, he
will do well to have His laugh first.
The turtle has his idea of a joke, too,
which Is instantly to shut his tail
close up to his body, whereby the
man's band is held fast as in a wvise,
and then dive with him to the bottom
of the sea.

Most of the turtles, bhowever, are
captured on the beaches, whither the
females land to lay their eggs, and the
males accompany them out of gal-
lantry or to keep guard.

The eggs are laid in a perpendicu-
lar cavity about a yard deep, at the
boltom of a great clreular excavation,
which the female scrapes by whirling
round like a fiy with ita wings singed
and viclently plying its flippers.

When surprised the turtle offers no
resistance, but makes off at a pace
surprisingly rapid in =3 clumsy an an-
inal and which a good runper can
hardly keep up with in the sand.

To turn a turtle welghlog 400 pounds
on Its back, apd thus capluring it
while it is scuttling through deep
sand, rTequires more Knack than
strength. A turtle’'s progress on laod
is by a serica of wriggling jerks from
side to side, nod the fisher, taking ad-
vantage of the moment when it caols
away from him, overturns it with ease.

The young are hatcbed in & month,
making their appearance when about
the size of an American siiver dollar,
and are prepared to begin life on their
own hook at opce, which they do by
rushing for the sea as rapidly as pos-
sible. Many of them never reach if,
however, being caught by birds if it
be day and by land crabs £f night
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